i io     THE VILLAGE IN THE JUNGLE
Then, worn out by the journey and excitement, they
lay down on the bare ground in the courtyard of
the temple.
Next morning Silindu was no better. He seemed
weaker and more lifeless: it was clear that the devil
had not yet left him. Babun remained with him,
while Karlinahami and Hinnihami went down to the
river to bathe. The excitement of the previous eve-
ning had not died out of the girl, and there was
much going on around her to keep it up. The vil-
lage was a small one, and really consisted of little
more than the one street of thirty or forty houses,
which were roofed with red tiles and had brown
walls of mud. Most of the houses were turned
Into boutiques during the pilgrimage, and the in-
habitants prospered by selling provisions to the pil-
grims. When Karlinahami and Hinnihami returned
from the river, hundreds filled the street, lounging,
strolling, gossiping, and purchasing. Every now and
then the crowd would gather more thickly in one
quarter, and they would see a pilgrim arrive per-
forming some strange vow. There were some who
had run a skewer through their tongue and cheeks;
another had thrust through the skin of his back a
long stick from which hung bowls of milk. At an-
other time they saw a man, naked except for a dirty